TO   THE  PAINTER                I5I

Nymph, since no death is deadly, where            25

Such choice of antidotes are near,

And your keen eyes but kill in vain

Those that are sound, as soon as slain;

That I no longer dead survive,

Your way 's to bury me alive                            30

In Cupid's cave, where happy I

May dying live, and living die.

Come then, and kill me with thy eye,

For if thou let me live, I die.

TO THE PAINTER

FOND man, that hop'st to catch that face

With those false colours, whose short grace

Serves but to show the lookers-on

The faults of thy presumption;

Or, at the least, to let us see                              5

That is divine, but yet not she:

Say you could imitate the rays

Of those eyes that outshine the day's,

Or counterfeit in red and white

That most uncounterfeited light                        10

Of her complexion; yet canst thou,

Great master though thou be,, tell how

To paint a virtue?    Then desist,

This fair your artifice hath miss'd.

You should have mark'd how she begins           15

To grow in virtue, not in sins;

Instead of that same rosy dye,

You should have drawn out modesty,

Whose beauty sits enthroned there,

And learn to look and blush at her.                   20

Or can you colour just the same,

When virtue blushes or when shame?

When sickness, and when innocence,

Shows pale or white unto the sense?

Can such coarse varnish e'er be said                  25

To imitate her white and red?

This may do well elsewhere, in Spain,

Among those faces dy'd in grain;